
A MUCH AD M I It'D 1 OWE SONS 
CALL’D THE 

BANKS OF THE ^ 1 L E 


®ark the drums are bp»tmglov< no longer can -1 alaj 

I h ar (lie bude sounding that cal! I must oh y 
’Veare order’.' out. to Portsmouth a n any ad. ng mile, 

To join the British armyon the Banks of tlie.Hile, 

WHy dearest Willy d nt leave me hear to mourn, 

Tou "ill mak me curs At rue the day that ever I was bam, 
For the parting of you my love isHhetp -rting of my . life 
So stay ateme dear Willy & I wili be your wife 

Ob Nancy lovely that’s a tlrng that cant he so, 

For ourCol ouel he gave orders that uo woman her6c»n ge 
We must forsake our own sweethearts likewise our native 
soil 

To fight the blacks and Negroes, ©n the Banks cf tee Nile 

Then I’ll cut. off my yellow loctjind go ;il ng with you, 
I’ll d' ess myself in velvet andgold and sec the Captain to 
.1 will fight and bear your .fanner while foftti'.eon us stiiije 
And we', l comford one and another on the banks of the n ie 

'Your waist it is to slender and your fing*TS ure'tosm U, 

I r fear you would not answer me when on you I would call 
Your delicti e constitution would not bear that nnwholsoiae 
cl iine, 

The cold and sandy deserts on the bonks of the Nile, 


’My curse atend the war and the hour it began 
For it has rob’d old Ireland of many a gall at man, 

It took from me My own swi-et" heart the preteeti n of my 
YYhilt i heir blosd streams, the gi ass does weep on the banks 
of. the Nile, 

Hot when the war is over its home we will return, 

"To our w ves anb s *<.et h ai ts we lef .behind 't mount, 
•Wejl em * 1 race them in our arms unt llrtheeod cf time 
.And we’l go nomore to buttleo.i the banks of'.the Nile 
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